The Hiftorj of King Leir

That we fliall march with conqu^eft where we g<
My felfe will be as forward as the firft,
1400 And ftep by ftep march with the hardieft wight:
And not the meanefi fouldier in our Campe
Shall be in danger, but ile fecond him.
To you, my Lord, we giue the whole commaund
Of all the army, next vnto our felfe,
Not doubting of you, but you will extend
Your wonted valour in this needfull cafe,
Encouraging the reft to do the like,
By your approued magnanimity.

Mum. My Liege, tis needlefle to fpur a willing horfe,
*4ioThats apt enough to run himfelfe to death:

For here I fweare by that fweet Saints bright eye,
Which^are the ftarres, which guide me to good hap,
Eyther to fee my old Lord crown'd anew,
Or in his caufe to bid the world adieu.

Leir* Thanks, good Lord Mumford^ tis more of your good will,
Then any merit or defert in me.

Mum. And now to you, my worthy Countrymen,
Ye valiant race of Genoueftan Gawles,
Surnatned Red-ftianks, for your chyualry,
2,420 Becaufe you- fight vp to the (hanks in bloud;
Shew your felues now to be right Gawles indeed,
And be fo bitter on your enemies.
That they may fay? you are as bitter as Gall.
Gall them, braue Shot, with your Artillery:
Gall them, braue Halberts, with your fharp point Billes,
Each in their poynted place, not one, but all.
Fight for the credit of your felues and Gawle.

King. Then what fhould more perfwafion need to thofe,
That rather wifh to deale, then heare of blowes ?
Let's to our ihlps, and if that God permit,
In fbure hour^ fayle, I hope we ihall be there.

Mum. And in fiue houres more, I make no doubt,
But we ihall bring our wiih'd defires about.   Exeunt.
Enter & Capfy/ne of the watc&y and Pwo watchmen.

Cap, My honeft friends, it is your torne to night,
To watch In this place, neere about the Beacon,

And